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By  dharles  A.  ILeale,,  M<,B„ 

THIS  DETAILED  NARRATIVE  OF  THE  ASSASSINATION  AND  DEATH  OF  PRESIDENT  LINCOLN, 
WHICH  IS  HERE  PUBLISHED  FOR  THE  FIRST  TIME,  WAS  WRITTEN  BY  THE  SURGEON  WHO  WAS  THE 
FIRST  TO  MINISTER  TO  HIM  AND  WHO  REMAINED  UNINTERRUPTEDLY  AT  HIS  SIDE  TO  THE  END 


JT  the  historic  pageant  in  Wnsliing- 
? toil,  win’ll  tlic  rcnmiiis  of  President 
0 Lincoln  were  being  taken  from  the 
$ White  l-Iouae  to  the  Capitol,  a cur- 
immediately  preceding  the 
itTlfnlque  was  assigned  to  me.  (lut- 
>)  side  were  the  crowds,  the  martial 
j music,  lmt  inside  the  carriage  I 
* was  plunged  in  deep  self-communion, 
until  aroused  by  a gentle  tap  at  the  window  of  my 
carriage  door.  An  ollic  *' 
inside  and  e 

have  done  what  y , ^ 

President  than  to  have  accomplished  my  duties  din- 
ing the  entire  war.”  I shrank  hack  at  what  he  said. 


a special  pass:  and  all  wearing  uniform  and  out  at 
night  were  subject  to  frequent  challenge.  To  avoid 


and  for  the 


night  were  subject  to  frequent  ehnlleiigi 
this  inconvenience,  officers  stationed  in  Wasliingti 
generally  removed  all  signs  of  their  calling  when 
oir  duty.  I changed  to  civilian's  dress  and  hurried  to 
Kurd's  Theatre,  where  I had  been  told  President  Lin- 
coln, General  Grant,  and  members  of  the  Cabinet 
were  to  he  present  to  see  the  play.  Our  Ainrrirnn 
of  ‘high  rank  put  lii.s  head  Cousin.  I arrived  late  at  the  theatre,  at  8.1;" 
daimed,  " Or.  Lealo,  I would  rather  and  rci 
did  to  prolong  the  life  of  ^tlic 

honor  of  the 
crowded,  the  last 


ever,  anil  hopped  across  the  stage,  nourishing  his 
dagger,  clearing  the  stage  before  him  and  dragging 
the  leg  which  was  subsequently  found  to  Is-  broken 
He  disappeared  behind  the  scene  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  stage.  Then  followed  erics  that  the  President 
had  been  murdered,  interspersed  with  cries  of:  "Kill 


■ realized  the  importan 


• of  i 


nicstcd  a sent  in  the  orchestra,  whence  I could 
view  the  occupants  of  the  .President's  box,  which, 
oil  looking  into  the  theatre,  I saw  had  been  beuuti- 
fully  decorated  with  American  lings  i- 
occasion.  As  the  building 


PiTTn 


vacant  was  in  the  dress  circle, 
disappointed,  but  accepted  this  seat,  which  \ 
the  front  on  the  same  side  and  about  forty  feet  from 
the  President's  box.  and  soon  tieenme  interested  in 
the  pleasing  play. 

Suddenly  there  was  n cheering  welcome,  ami  l ie 
acting  ceased  temporarily  out  of  respect  to  the 
entering  Presidential  party. 


i the  audieui 


Many 

' enthusiasm  and  vociteronsiy 

cheered  while  looking  around.  Turning,  1 saw  in 
the  aisle  a few  feet  behind  me.  President  Lincoln, 
Mrs.  Lincoln.  Major  Uathhnne.  and  Miss  Harris.  Mrs. 
Lincoln  smiled  very  happily  in  acknowledgment  of  the 
, gracefully  curtsied 


loyal  greet 


'ral  times, 

seemed  to  be" overflowing  with  good  cheer  and  thank- 
fulness. 1 had  the  best  opportunity  to  see  distinctly 
the  full  face  of  the  President,  as  the  light  shone 
direct  I v upon  him.  After  he  had  walked  a few  feet 
he  stopped  for  a moment,  looked  upon  the  people  he 
loved,  and  acknowledged  their  salutations  with  a 
solemn  bow.  His  face  was  perfectly  stoical;  Ins  deep- 
set  eves  gave  him  a pathetically  sad  appearance.  1 he 
audience  seemed  to  he  enthusiastically  cheerful,  vet  lie 
looked  peculiarly  sorrowful,  as  he  slowly  walked  with 


ford's  THEATRE  in  tenth  street. 
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lOOKCll  peculiarly  SUIHP»|||I,  - .■  ---  - - 

bowed  head  and  drooping  shoulders  toward  the  box. 
1 was  looking  at  him  as  he  took  Ills  last  walk.  I he 
memorr  of  that  scene  has  never  been  effaced.  The 
pnrtv  was  preceded  by  a special  usher,  who  opened  the 
door  of  the  box,  stood  to  one  side.  and.  after  all  had 
entered,  closed  Hie  door  and  took  a sent  outside, 
where  he  could  guard  the  entrance  to  the  box. 

The  plnv  was  resumed  and  my  attention  was  con. 
cent  rated  ‘on  the  stage,  until  I heard  a distnrbnme 
at  the  door  of  the  President's  box.  With  many 
Others  I looked  ill  Hint  direction  and  saw  a man  en- 
deavoring to  persuade  the  reluctant  usher  to  admit 
him  At  last  he  succeeded  in  gaining  an  entrance, 
after  which  the  door  was  closed  and  the  usher  re- 


all  As  soon  as  I returned  to  my  private  office  ... 

the  hospital,  1 drew  down  the  window-shade,  locked  sumed  P'  l(11 

the  door,  threw  myself  prostrate  on  the  hare  wood  l'or  a lew  moments 
Hour,  and  naked  for  advice.  The  answer  came  as 
distinctly  ns  if  spoken  by  a human  being  present— 

••  Forget  it  nil.”  I visited  our  Surgeon-General. 

Joseph  K.  Barnes,  iyid  asked  his  advice;  ho  also  said, 

••fast  it  from  your  memory.” 

On  April  17.  18(15,  a New  York  newspaper  reporter 
called  at  mv  armv  tent.  1 invited  him  in,  and  ex- 
mV  desire  to  forget  all  the  recent  sad  events. 


Recently,  however,  i 
sed  the  conviction  that  history 
v duty  to  give,  tbc  de- 
s 1 know  them,  and  in 
ve  prepared  this  paper 


i the  history  of  the 


. for  the  future, 
our  companions  expres 
now  demands,  and  Hint  it  is  i 
tailed  facts  of  Lincoln's  death 
•compliance  with  that  view  1 li 
on  the  subject. 

One  of  the  most  cruel  war 
world  hail  nearly  closed.  . . . . • 

The  people  of  the  United  Slates  were  rejoicing  at  the 
prospect  of  peace  and  returning  happiness  1 resi- 
dent Lincoln,  after  the  surrender  of  General  Robert 
10  Lei',  visited  Richmond,  Virginia,  exposing  him- 
self to  great  danger,  and  on  his  return  delivered  an 
address  from  the  balcony  of  the  White  House 

I was  then  a commissioned  officer  in  the  Medical 
Department  of  the  United  States  Army,  having  been 
appointed  from  my  native  State.  New  V>rk,  and  was 
mi  duty  as  surgeon  in  charge  of  the  wounded  com- 
missioned officers'  ward  at  the  United  States  A rmy 
General  Hospital,  Armory  Square,  Washington,  D, 
where  mv  professional  duties  were  of  the  greatest 
importance  and  required  constant  and  arduous  atten- 
tion. For  a brief  relief  and  a few  moments  in  the 
fresh  air.  I started  one  evening  for  a short  walk 
on  Pennsylvania  Avenue.  There  were  crowds  walking 
toward  the  President’s  residence.  These  1 followed, 
and  arrived  just  at  the  commencement  of  President 
Lincoln's  last  ' public  address  to  bis  people.  !•  roin 
where  1 stood  I could  distinctly  bear  every  word  lie 
uttered,  and  I was  profoundly  impressed  with  Ins 
divine  appearance  as  he  stood  in  the  rays  *>*  "gin 
which  penetrated  the  windows  of  the  \Y  lute  House. 

The  influence  thus  produced  gave  me  an  intense 
desire  again  to  behold  his  face  and  study  the  charac- 
teristics of  the  “Savior  of  his  Country."  Therefore, 
on  the  evening  of  April  14,  18(15,  after  the  comple- 
tion of  mv  daily  hospital  duties,  I told  my  ward 
U->ster  that  I would  he  absent  for  short  time.  As 
a ver”  large  number  from  tbo  Army  stationed  near 


THE  HOUSE  OI’l’OSITK 
1,1  XI'OLN  WAS  RORNE,  A.NII  IN  WHICH  HE  DIED  NINE 
HOURS  LATER  WITHOUT  REGAINING  CONSCIOUSNESS 


OR.  LEALE  WHO  IM.AN. NKI>  A NO  IIIRECTEII  THE  TREAT 
jlENT  OF  THE  MORTALLY  WOUNDEtl  PRESIDENT. 
Tills  PICTURE  WAS  TAKEN  IN 


IV  ASHINOTON  I 


quiet  and  the  play 

again  held  mv  attention,  until  suddenly  the  report 
of  a pistol  was  beard,  and  a short  time  after  I saw 
a nmn  in  midair  leaping  from  the  Presidents  box 
to  the  stage,  brandishing  in  bis  band  a drawn  dag- 
ger. His  spur  caught  in  the  American  flag  festooned 
in  front  of  the  box,  causing  him  lo  stumble  when 
he  struck  the  stage,  and  he  fell  on  his  hands  and 
knees.  He  quickly  regained  the  erect  posture,  how- 


tho  murderer  I”  “Shoot  him!”  etc  from  different 
parts  of  the  building.  The  lights  ban  been  turned 
down,  a general  gloom  was  over  all,  and  the  tame- 
stricken  nudience  were  rushing  toward  the  doors  for 
exit  and  safety.  , . , 

I instantly  arose,  and  in  response  to  cries  for  help 
and  for  a surgeon  I crossed  the  aisle  and  vaulted 
over  the  seats  in  a direct  line  to  the  Presidents  box, 
forcing  mv  wav  through  the  excited  crowd.  The  door 
of  the  box  had  been  securely  fastened  on  Hie  inside 
to  prevent  any  one  following  the  assassin  before  lie 
bad  accomplished  bis  cruel  object  and  made  bis  es- 
cape. The  obstruction  was  with  difficulty  removed, 
ami  I was  the  first  to  be  admitted  to  the  box. 

The  usher  having  been  told  that  I was  an  army 
surgeon,  bad  lifted  up  bis  arm  and  bad  permitted 
me  alone  to  enter.  I passed  in,  not  in  the  slightest 
degree  knowing  what  1 bad  to  encounter  At  this 
moment  while  in  self-communion,  the  military  com- 
mand "Malt!"  came  to  me.  and  in  obedience  to  it 
l stood  still  in  the  box.  having  a full  view  of  tlio 
four  other  occupants.  Then  came  Hie  advice.  He 
calm!”  and  with  the  calmest  deliberation  and  force 
„f  will  1 brought  all  my  senses  to  their  greatest  ac- 
tivity and  walked  forward  to  mv  duty. 

Major  Ruthbmie  bad  bravely  fought  the  assassin. 
His  arm  bad  been  severely  wounded  and  was  bleeding. 
He  came  to  me  bolding  bis  wounded  arm  ill  the  hand 
of  the  other,  beseeching  me  to  attend  to  Ins  wflltnu. 
I placed  mv  hand  under  his  chin,  looking  into  his 

eves;  an  almost  instantaneous  glance  revealed  the 
fact  that  he  was  in  no  immediate  danger  and  in  re- 
sponse to  appeals  from  Mrs.  Lincoln  anil  Miss  Harris, 
who  were  standing  by  the  high-backed  urmelmir  in 
which  President  Lincoln  sat,  1 went  immediately  to 
t heir  assistance*,  saying  I was  a United  Stales  Army 
surgeon.  I grasped  Mrs.  Lincoln’s  outstretched  band 
in  mine  while  she  cried  piteously  t"  me:  "Oil.  Doctor, 
is  he  dead  ! Cun  lie  recover!  Will  you  take  charge 
,.f  him?  Do  wl.at  you  can  for  him  Ob.  my  dear 
husband!"  etc.  I soothingly  unsworn  that  we  won  d 
do  all  that  possibly  could  U-  done.  While  approach- 
ing  the  President,  I asked  a gentleman  who  was  at 
the  door  of  the  Ikix  to  procure  some  brandy  nnd  an- 
water. 


other  to  "el  some  water 

As  I looked  at  the  President,  be  appeared  to  be 


t * Ilis  eyes  were  closed  and  bis  head  bail  fallen 

forward,  lie  was  being  held  upright  in  bis  chair  by 
Mrs.  Lincoln,  who  was  weeping  bitterly.  . troin  his 
eroiielied-down  sitting  posture  it  was  evident  that 
Mrs.  Lincoln  bud  instantly  sprung  to  Ins  aid  alter 
lie  had  been  wounded  and  bud  kept  bun  from  tum- 
bling to  Hie  lloor.  By  Mrs.  Lincolns  courage, 
strength,  and  energy  the  President  was  maintained 
' ' ; upright  position  during  all  the  time  that 
wl.il?  Mi  ' , K'”"" 


in  Ibis  upright  position  during  un  me 

elapsed  while  Major  Rntl.bone  bad  bravely  fought 
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tlie  wound  lie  made  was 
situated  within  two  inches 
of  the  physiological  point 
of  selection  when  instant 
death  is  desired.  A Der- 
ringer pistol  hud  been 
used,  which  had . sent  u 
large  round  ball  on  its  aw- 
ful mission  through  one  of 
the  thickest,  hardest  parts 
of  the  skull  and  into  the 
brain.  The  history  of  sur- 
gery fails  to  record  a re- 
covery from  such  a fearful 
wound  and  I have  never 
seen  or  heard  of  any  other 
person  with  such  a wound 
and  injury  to  the  sinus  of 
the  brain  and  to  the  brnin 
itself,  who  lived  even  for 
an  hour. 

As  the  President  did  not 
then  revive,  I thought  of 
the  other  mode  of  death, 
opium,  and  assumed  my 
preferred  |iosition  to  revive 
by  artificial  respiration.  1 
knelt  on  the  floor  over  the 
President,  with  a knee  on 
each  side  of  his  pelvis  and 
facing  him.  I leaned  for- 
ward, opened  bis  mouth, 
and  introduced  two  ex- 
tended lingers  of  my  right 
hnnd  ns  far  back  ns  possi- 
ble, and  by  pressing  the 
base  of  his  paralyzed 
tongue  downward  and  out- 
ward, opened  his  larynx 
nnd  made  a free  passage 
for  nir  to  enter  the  lungs. 
1 placed  an  assistant  at 
each  of  his  arms  to  ma- 
nipulate them  in  order  to 
expand  his  thorax,  then 
slowly  to  press  the  arms 
down  by  the  side  of  the 
body,  while  I pressed  the 
dinphragm  upward;  meth- 
ods which  caused  air  to  be 
drawn  in  nnd  forced  out 
of  bis  lungs.  During  the 
intermissions  I also,  with 
the  strong  thumb  nnd  lin- 
gers of  my  right  hnnd,  by 
intermittent  sliding  pres- 
sure under  nnd  benenth  the 
Jilts.  LINCOLN  AS  THE  JIISTIIESS  of  THE  white  HtH-SE  ribs,  stimulated  the  apex 


the  assassin  nnd  removed  the  obstruction  from  the 
door  of  the  box. 

I placed  my  finger  on  the  President’s  right  radial 
pulse,  but  could  perceive  no  movement  of  the  artery, 
for  the  purpose  of  reviving  him,  if  possible,  we  re- 
moved him  from  his  clinir  to  a recumbent  position 
on  the  lloor  of  the  box,  and  ns  1 held  his  head  and 
shoulders  while  doing  this,  mv  hand  came  in  con- 
tact with  a clot  of  blood  near  his  left  shoulder.  He- 
membering  the  flashi.ig  dngger  in  the  hand  of  the 
assassin,  and  the  severely  bleeding  wound  of  Major 
Knthbouu.  I Supposed  the  President  bad  been  slabbed, 
and  while  kneeling  on  the  lloor  over  bis  head,  with 
my  eyes  continuously  watching  the  President's  face. 
1 asked  a gentleman  to  cut  the  eont  nnd  shirt  open 
from  the  neck  to  the  elbow  to  cnnblo  me,  if  possible; 
to  check  the  hemorrhage  that  I thought  might  take 
place  from  the  subclnvinn  artery  or  some  other  blood- 
vessel. This  was  done  with  a dirk  knife,  but  no 
wound  was  found  there.  1 lifted  his  eyelids  and  saw 
evidence  of  a brain  injury.  1 quickly  -passed  the 
separated  fingers  of  both  hnnds  through  his  blood- 
matted  hair  to  examine  his  head,  nnd  then  I discov- 
ered his  mortal  wound.  The  President  had  been 
shot  in  the  back  part  of  the  head,  behind  the  left  ear. 
I easily  removed  the  obstructing  clot  of  blood  from 
the  wound,  and  this  relieved  the  pressure  on  the 
brain. 

The  assassin  of  President  Lincoln  hnd  evidently  enre- 
fully  planned  to  shoot  to  produce  instant  death,  as 


of  the  licnrt,  nnd  resorted 
to  several  other  physio- 
logical methods.  We  repeated- these  motions  a num- 
ber of  times  before  signs  of  recovery  from  the  pro- 
found shock  were  attained;  then  a feeble  action  of  the 
heart  nnd  irregular  breathing  followed. 

The  effects  of  the  shock  were  still  manifest  by  such 
great  prostration  that  1 was  fearful  of  any  extra 
agitation  of  the  President’s  body,  nnd  became  convinced 
that  something  more  must  be'done  to  retain  life.  I 
leaned  forcibly  forward  directly  over  bis  body,  thorax 
to  thorax,  face  to  face,  nnd  several  times  drew  in  a 
long  breath,  then  forcibly  breathed  directly  into  his 
mouth  nnd  nostrils,  which  expanded  his  lungs  nnd 
improved  his  respirations.  After  waiting  n moment  I 
placed  my  enr  over  his  thorax  and  found  the  action 
of  the  heart  improving.  1 nrosc  to  the  erect  kneeling 
posture,  then  watched  for  a short  time  and  saw  that 
the  President  could  continue  independent  breathing, 
nnd  that  instant  death  would  not  occur. 

1 then  pronounced  my  diagnosis  and  prognosis: 
“ His  wound  is  mortal;  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  re- 
cover." This  message  was  telegraphed  all  over  the 
country. 

When  the  brandy  nnd  water  arrived,  I very  slowly 
poured  a small  quantity  into  the  President's  mouth. 
This  was  swallowed  and  retained. 

Many  looked  on  during  these  enrnest  efforts  to  re- 
vive the  President,  but  liot  once  did  any  one  suggest 
a word  or  in  any  way  interfere  with  my  actions. 
Mrs.  Lincoln  hnd  thrown  the  burden  on  me  and  sat 
near  by  looking  on. 


In  the-  dimly  lighted  box  of  the  theatre,  so  beauti- 
fully decorated  with  American  lings,  a scene  of  his- 
toric importance  was  being  enacted.  On  the  curpetcd 
floor  lay  prostrate  flic  President  of  the  United  Sintes. 
His  long,  outstretched,  athletic  body  of  six  feet  four 
inches  npponred  unusually  heroic.  His  bleeding  head 
rested  on  my  white  linen  handkerchief.  His  clothing 
was  arranged  as  nicely  ns  possible.  He  was  irregu- 
larly breathing,  his  heart  was  feebly  beating,  his 
face  was  pale  and  in  solemn  repose:  Ins  eyelids  were 
closed,  and  his  countenance  made  him  appear  to  he 
in  prayerful  communion  with  the  Universal  God  he 
always  loved.  I looked  down  upon  him  and  waited 
for  the  next  inspiration,  which  soon  came  “ Remove 
to  safety."  From  the  time  Mrs.  Lincoln  liad  placed 
the  President  in  my  charge  I hnd  not  permitted  my 
attention  to  be  diverted.  Again  I was  asked  the 
nature  of  bis  wound,  nnd  replied  in  these  exact  words: 
“ His  wound  is  mortal ; it  is  impossible  for  him  to 

While  1 was  kneeling  over  the  President  on  the  lloor. 
Dr.  Charles  ,S.  Talft  and  Dr.  Albert  F.  A.  King  had 
come  nnd  offered  to  render  nny  assistance.  I ex- 
pressed the  desire  to  have  the  President  taken,  ns 
soon  as  lie  laid  gained  sufficient  strength,  to  the  nearest 
house  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street.  1 was  asked 
by  several  if  lie  could  not  be  taken  to  the  White  House, 
hill  I responded  that  if  that  were  attempted  the  Presi- 
dent would  ilie  long  before  we  reached  there.  While 
we  were  waiting  for  Mr.  Lincoln  to  gain  strength, 
Laura  Keene,  who  hnd  been  taking  part  in  the  piny. 


appealed  to  me  to  allow  her  to  hold  the  President's 
head.  I granted  this  rcmiest,  and  she  sat  on  the  lloor 
of  the  box  and  held  his  liend  on  her  lap. 

We  decided  that  the  President  could  now  be  moved 
from  the  possibility  of  danger  in  the  theatre,  to  a 
house  where  we  might  place  him  on  a bed  in  safety. 
To  nssist  in  this  duty  I assigned  Dr.  Talft  to  carry  his 
right  shoulder.  Dr.  King  to  carry  his  left  shoulder, 
nnd  detailed  n sufficient  number  of  others,  whose  names 
I have  never  discovered,  to  assist  in  carrying  the 
body,  while  I carried  his  head,  going  first.  We  renohed 
the  door  of  the  box  and  saw  the  long  passage  lead- 
ing to  the  exit  crowded  with  people.  I called  out 
twice:  “Guards,  clear  the  pnssoge!  Guards,  clear  the 
passage!”  A free  space  was  quickly  cleared  by  an 
officer,  and  protected  by  a line  of  soldiers  in  the  posi- 
tion of  present  arms  with  swords,  pistols,  nnd  bayonets. 


Booth's  escape  from  the  box  in  which  he  shot  the  President 
THE  MURDERER  LEAPED  FUOM  THE  UPPER  IlOX  TO  THE  6TA0E  AND  DARTED 
BEHIND  THE  6CENF.S,  ESCAPINO  IN  THE  SUDDEN  PANIC  BY  A I1EAB  DOOR 
Prom  a wood-cul  published  in  "Harper's  Weekly"  for  Aprif  jg,  1865 


Diagram  of  the  theatre  box  occupied  by  President  Lincoln 

From  a wood-cut  published  in  "Harper’s  Weekly"  for  Aprif  39,  1865 
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When  \ve  reached  the  stairs,  I turned  so  that  those 
holding  the  President's  feet  would  descend  first.  At 
the  door  of  the  theatre  I was  again  asked  if  the 
President  could  he  taken  to  the  White  House.  I 
answered,  " Xo,  the  President  would  die  on  the  way.” 

The  crowd  in  the  street  completely  obstructed  the 
doorway,  and  a Captain,  whose  services  proved  in- 
valuable all  through  the  night,  came  *to  me,  saying, 
“ Surgeon,  give  me  your  commands  and  1 will  sec  that 
they  are  obeyed.”  1 nskci,  him  to  clear  a passage  to 
the' nearest  house  opposite.  He  had  on  side  arms,  and 
drew  his  sword.  With  the  sword  and  a word  of  com- 
mand he  cleared  the  Way.  We  slowly  crossed  the 
street.  It  was  necessary  to  stop  several  times  to  give 
me  the  opportunity  to  "remove  the  clot  of  blood  from 
the  opening  to-  the  wound.  A barrier  of  men  had 
Keen  formed  to  keep  back  the  crowds  on  each  side  of 
mi  open  space  leading  to  the  house.  Those  who  went 
ahead  reported  that  the  house  directly  opposite  the 
theatre  was  closed.  I saw  a man  standing  at  the  door 
of  Mr.  Petersen’s  house,  diagonally  opposite,  holding 
a lighted  candle  in  his  hand  and  beckoning  us  to  enter. 
This  we  did,  not  having  been  interrupted  in  the 
slightest  by  the  throngs  in  the  street;  but  a number 
of  the  excited  populace  followed  us  into  the  house. 
The  great  difficulty  of  retaining  life  during  this  brief 
time  occupied  in  moving  the  President  from  the 
theatre  to  Mr.  Petersen's  house  conclusively  proved 
that  the  President,  would  have  died  in  the  street,  if 
I had  grnnted  the  request  to  take  him  such  n long  dis- 
tance as  to  the  White  House. 

I asked  for  the  best  room  and  we  soon  had  the 
President  placed  in  bed. 

He  was  lifted  to  the  longitudinal  centre  of  the  bed 
and  placed  on  his  liack.  While  holding  his  fnee  up- 
ward and  keeping  his  head  from  rolling  to  either 
side,  I looked  at  his  elevated  knees  caused  by  his 


to  leave  the  room.  After  we  had  given  the  President 
a short  rest  I decided  to  make  a thorough  physical 
examination,  as  I wished  to  sec  if  he  had  been  wound- 
ed in  any  other  part  of  the  body.  1 requested  all 
except  the  surgeons  to  leave  the  room.  The  Captain 
reported  that  my  order  had  been  carried  out,  with 
the  exception  of  Mrs.  Lincoln,  to  whom,  he  said,  he  did 
not  like  to  speak.  I addressed  Mrs.  Lincoln,  explain- 
ing my  desire,  and  she  immediately  left  the  room. 
1 examined  the  President's  entire  body  from  his  head 
to  his  feet  and  found  no  other  injury.  Ilis  lower 
extremities  were  very  cold  and  I sent  the  hospital 
stewnrd.  who  had  been  of  great  assistance  to  us  in 
removing  the  President  from  the  theatre,  to  procure 
bottles  of  hot  water  and  lmt  blankets,  which  were 
npplied.  I also  sent  for  a large  sinapism,  and  in  a 
short  time  one  very  nicely  made  was  brought.  Th's 
I npplied  over  the  solar  plexus  and  to  the  anterior 
surface  of  his  body.  We  arranged  the  bedclothes, 
and  I assigned  Doctor  Tnlft  and  Doctor  King  to 
keep  his  head  upon  the  pillows  in  the  most  com- 
fortable position,  relieving  each  oilier  in  this  duty; 
after  which  I sent  an  officer  to  notify  Mrs.  Lincoln 
that  she  might  return  to  her  husband.  She  came 
in  and  sat  on  a chair  plnced  for  her  nt  the  head  of 
the  bed.  As  the  symptoms  indicated  renewed  brain 
compression,  1 again  cleared  the  opening  of  clotted 
blood  and  pushed  forward  the  button  of  bone,  which 
acted  ns  a valve,  permitted  an  oozing  of  blood,  and 
relieved  pressure  on  the  brain.  I again  saw  good 
results  from  this  action. 

After  doing  all  that  was  professionally  necessary, 
I stood  aside  for  a general  view  und  to  think  what 
to  do  next.  While  thus  watching,  scveraL  army  offi- 
cers anxiously  asked  if  they  could  in  any  way  ns- 
sist.  I told  them  my  greatest  desire  then  was  to 
send  messengers  to  the  White  House  for  the  Presi- 


great  height.  This  uncomfortable  position  grieved  me, 
and  I ordered  the  foot  of  the  bed  to  lie  removed. 
Doctor  Tadt  and  Doctor  King  reported  that,  it  was 
a fixture.  Then  1 requested  that  it  be  broken  off; 
as  1 found  this  could  not  satisfactorily  lie  done,  I 
had  the  President  placed  diagonally  on  the  lied  and 
called  for  extra  pillows,  and  with  them  formed  a gen- 
tle inclined  jilunc  on  which  to  rest  his  head  and 
shoulders.  His  |iositinn  was  then  one  of  remise. 

The  room  soon  tilled  with  anxious  people.  1 railed 
the  officer  and  asked  him  to  open  the  window,  nnd 
order  nil  except  the  medical  gentlemen  and  friends 


dent’s  son.  Captain  Robert  T.  Lincoln;  also  for  the 
Surgeon  .General.  Joseph  K.  llames;  Surgeon  1).  Wil- 
lard Bliss,  in  charge  of  Armory  Square  General  Hos- 
pital; the  President’s  family  physician.  Dr.  ltobert 
K.  Stone;  and  to  caeli  member  of  the  President’s  Cab- 
inet. All  these  desires  of  mine  were  fulfilled. 

Having  bocu  taught  in  early  youth  to  pay  great 
respect  to  all  religious  denominations  in  regard  to 
their  rules  concerning  the  sick  or  dying,  it  became 
my  duty  as  surgeon  in  charge  of  the  dying  President 
to  summon  a clergyman  to  his  bedside.  Therefore, 
after  inquiring  and  being  informed  tlint  the  Reverend 


Doctor  Gurley  was  Mrs.  Lincoln’s  pastor,  I immedi- 
ately sent  for  him. 

Then  I sent  the  hospital  steward  for  a Nelaton 
probe.  Xo  drug  or  medicine  in  any  form  was  admin- 
istered to  the  President,  but  the  artificial  heat  and 
mustard  plaster  that  1 had  applied  warmed  his 
cold  body  and  stimulated  his  nerves.  Only  a few 
were  at  any  time  admitted  to  the  room  by  the  officer 
whom  I had  stationed  at  the  door,  and  at  all  times  I 
had  maintained  perfect  discipline  nnd  order. 

While  we  were  watching  and  letting  Nature  do  her 
part,  Doctor  1'afi't  came  to  me  with  brandy,  and  water 
and  asked  permission  to  give  some  to  the  President. 

1 objected,  stating  as  my  reason  that  it  would  pro- 
duce strangulation.  Doctor  Tairt  left  the  room,  and 
again  came  to  me  stating  that  it  was  the  opinion  of 
others  also  that  it  might  do  good.  I replied,  "1  will 
grant  the  request,  if  you  will  please  at  first  try  by 
pouring  only  a very  small  quantity  into  the  Presi- 
dent’s moutii."  t his  Doctor  TaITt  very  carefully  did. 
The  liquid  ran  into  the  President's  larynx,  producing 
laryngeal  obstruction  and  unplensant  symptoms,  which 
took  me  about  half  a minute  to  overcome;  but  no  last- 
ing harm  was  done.  My  physiological  and  practical 
experiences  had  led  to  correct  conclusions.' 

On  the  arrival  of  Dr.  Robert  K.  Stone,  who  had 
been  the  President’s  family  physician  during  his  resi- 
dence in  Washington.  I was  presented  to  him  ns  the 
one  who  had  been  in  charge  since  the  President  was 
shot.  I described  the  wound  and  told  him  all  tlint 
had  been  done.  He  said  he  approved  of  my  treat- 
ment. 

Surgeon-General  Joseph  K.  Barnes’  hum  /delay  in  ar- 
riving was  due  to  his  going  first  to  the  White  House, 
where  he  expected  to  find  the  assassinated  President; 
then  to  the  residence  of  Secretary  Seward  and  his  .-on. 
both  of  whom  he  found  requiring  immediate  atten- 
tion, ns  they  lmd  been  severely  wounded'  by  the  at- 
tempts of  another  assassin  to  kill  them. 

On  the  arrival  of  the  Surgeon-General  nnd  Assist- 
nnt-Rurgeon-Gonoral  Charles  11.  Crane.  I reported 
what  we  had  done,  and  officially  detailed,  to  the  Sup- 
geon-General  my  diagnosis,  stating  that  whenever  the 
clot  was  allowed  to  form  over  the  opening  to  the 
wound  the  President's  breathing  became  greatly  cm- 
liarrassed.  The  Surgeon-General  approved  the  treat- 
ment, nnd  my  original  plan  of  treatment  was  con- 
tinued in  every  respect  until  the  President’s  death. 

The  hospital  steward  arrived  with  the  Nelaton 
probe  and  an  examination  was  made  by  the  Surgeon- 
General  and  myself,  who"  introduced  the,  probe  to  a 
distance  of  about  two  nud  a half  inches,  where  it 
. came  in  contact  with  a foreign  substance  which  lay 
across  the  track  of  the  ball.  This  was  easily  pnssed 
and  the  probe  was  introduced  several  inches'  farther, 
where  it  again  touched  a hard  substance  at  first  sup- 
posed to  be  the  bull;  but  ns  the  white  porcelain  bulb 
of  the  probe,  on  its  withdrawal,  did  not  indicate  the 
mark  of  lend,  it  was  generally  thought  to  be  another 
piece  of  loose  bone.  The  probe  was  introduced  the 
second  time  and  the  ball  was  supposed  to  be  dis- 
tinctly felt.  After  this  second  exploration  "nothing 
further  was  done  with  the  wound  except  to  keep  the 
opening  free  from  coagnln,  which  if  allowed  to  form 
and  remain  for  a short  time  produced  signs  of  in- 
creased compression,  the  breathing  liecoiiiing  profound- 
ly stertorous  and  intermittent,  tin*  pulse  more  feeble 
and  irregular. 

After  1 had  resigned  my  charge  all  that  was  pro- 
fessionally done  for  the  President  was  to  repeat  oc- 
casionally my  original  expedient  of  relieving  the  brain 
pressure  by  freeing  the  opening  to  the  wound  and  to 
count  the  pulse  and  respirations.  The  President’s 
position  on  the  lied  remained  exactly  ns  T had  first 
placed  him.  with  the  assistance  of  Doctor  TafTt  and 
Doctor  King. 

Cnptnin  Robert  T.  Lincoln  came  and  remained  with 
his  father  nnd  mother,  bravely  sustaining  himself 
during  the  course  of  the  night. 

On  that  awful  memorable  njglit  the  great  War 
Secretary,  the  Hon.  Edwin  M.  Stanton,  one  of 
the  most  imposing  figures  of  the  nineteenth  century, 
promptly  arrived  and  recognized  nt  tlint  critical  period 
of  our  country's  history  the  necessity  of  u head  to  our 
government,  and,  ns  the  President  was  passing  away, 
established  a branch  of  his  War  Department  in  an  ad- 
joining room.  There  ho  sat,  surrounded  by  his  coun- 
sellors and  messengers,  pen  in  hand,  writing  to  Gener- 
al Dix  and  others,  lie  was  sopu  in  communication 
with  many  in  authority  nml  with  the  government  and 
army  officials.  By  Secretary  Stanton's  wonderful 
(Continued  on  jingo  21) 
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ability  and  power  in  action  lie  undoubtedly  controlled 
millions  of  excited  people.  Me  was  then  the  master, 
and  in  reality  ncting-Prcsidcnt  of  the  United  States. 

During  the  night  Airs.  Lincoln  came  frequently  from 
the  ndjoining  room,  accompanied  by  a Indy  friend. 
At  one  time  Mrs.  Lincoln  exclniuied,  sobbing  bitterly, 
"Oh!  that  my  little  Tmldy  might  see  his  father  be- 
fore he  died!"  This  was  decided  not  to  be  advisable. 
As  Mrs.  Lincoln  sat  on  a chair  by  the  side  of  the 
bed  with  her  face  to  her  husband’s,  his  breathing  be- 
came very  stertorous  and  the  loud  ami  unnatural 
noise  frightened  her  in  her  exhausted,  agonized  condi- 
tion. She  sprang  up  suddenly  with  a piercing  cry  and 
fell  fainting  to  the  door.  Secretary  Stanton,  hear- 
ing her  cry,  came  in  from  the  adjoining  room  and 
with  rniseil  arms  called  out  loudly.  “ Take  that  woman 
out  and  do  not  let  her  in  again.”  Mrs'.  Lincoln  was 
helped  up  kindly  and  assisted  in  a fainting  condition 
from  the  room.  'Secretary  Stanton’s  order  was  obeyed, 
and  Mrs.  Lincoln  diil  not  see  her  husband  again  before 
lie  died. 

As  Captain  Lincoln  was  consoling  his  mother  in 
another  room,  and  as  I had  promised  Mrs.  Lincoln 
to  do  all  I possibly  could  for  her  husband,  I took  the 
place  of  kindred  and  continuously  held  the  President’s 
right  hand  firmly,  with  one  exception  of  less  than  n 
minute,  when  my  sympathies  compelled  me  to  seek  the 
disconsolate  wife.  I found  her  reclining  in  n near-by 
room,  being  comforted  by  her  son.  Without  stopping 
in  my  walk,  I passed  the  room  where  Secretary  Stan- 
ton snt  at  his  ollicinl  table,  and,  returning,  took  the 
hand  of  the  dying  President  in  mine,  the  hand  that 
had  signed  the  Emancipation  Proclamation,  liberating 
four  million  slaves. 

As  morning  dawned  it  became  quite  evident  that 
the  President  was  sinking,  and  at  several  times  his 
pulse  could  not  lie  counted — two  or  three  feeble  pulsa- 
tions being  noticed,  followed  by  an  intermission  when 
not  the  slightest  movement  of  the  artery  could  lie  felt. 
The  inspirations  became  very  prolonged  and  labored, 
accompanied  by  a guttural  sound.  The  respirations 
ceased  for  some  time,  and  several  anxiously  looked  at 
their  watches  until  the  profound  silence  was  dis- 
turbed by  a prolonged  inspiration,  which  was  fol- 
lowed by  a sonorous  expiration.  During  these  mo- 
ments the  Surgeon-General  occupied  a chair  by  the 
head  of  the  President's  bed  and  occasionally  held  his 
finger  over  the  carotid  artery  to  note  its  pulsa- 
tions. Dr.  Stone  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  foot  of  the 
bed,  and  I stood  holding  the  President’s  right  hand 
with  my  extended  forefinger  on  his  pulse,  being  the 
only  one  between  the  bed  and  the  wall,  the  bed  having 
been  drawn  out  diagonnlly  for  that  purpose. 

While  we  were  anxiously  watching  in  profound 
solemn  silence  the  Reverend  Doctor  Gurley  snid.  ” Let 
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us  pray,"  and  offered  a most  impressive  prayer,  after 
which  we  witnessed  the  Inst  struggle  between  life  and 
death. 

At  this  time  my  knowlcdge  of  physiology,  pathology, 
and  psychology  told  me  that  the  President  was  totally 
blind  as  a result  of  blood  pressure  on  the  brain,  ns 
indicated  liv  the  paralysis,  dilated  pupils,  protruding 
and  bloodshot  eyes,  but  all  the  time  I acted  on  the 
belief  that  if  his  sense  of  hearing  or  feeling  remained 
he  could  possibly  hear  me  when  1 sent  for  his  son, 
the  voice  of  his  wife  when  she  spoke  to  him,  and  that 
the  last  sound  he  henrd  may  have  been  his  pastor’s 
prayer  as  he  finally  committed  his  soul  to  God. 

Knowledge  that  frequently  just  before  departure 
recognition  and  reason  return  to  those  who  have  been 
unconscious,  caused  me  for  several  hours  to  hold  the 
President's  right  hand  firmly  within  my  grasp,  to  let 
him  in  his  blindness  know,  if  possible,  that  he  was 
in  touch  with  humnnity  nnd  had  a friend. 

The  protracted  struggle  censed  at  twenty  minutes 
pnst  seven  o’clock  on  tin*  morning  of  April  IS,  1805, 
and  I nnununced  Mint  the  President  was  dead. 

Immediately  after  death  the  few  remaining  in  the 
room  knelt  around  the  lied,  while  the  Reverend  Doctor 
Gurley  delivered  one  of  the  most  impressive  prayers 


ever  uttered,  that  our  Heavenly  Father  look  down  in 
pity  upon  the  bereaved  family  and  preserve  our  ulllicted 
and  sorrow-stricken  country. 

Then  I gently  smoothed  the  President’s  contracted 
facial  muscles,  took  two  coins  from  my  pocket,  placed 
them  over  his  eyelids,  nnd  drew  a white  sheet  over 
the  martyr's  face.  1 bail  been  the  means  in  God's  hand 
of  prolonging  the  life  of  President  Abraham  Lincoln 
for  nine  hours.  Every  necessary  act  of  love,  devotion, 
skill,  and  loynltv  had  been  rendered,  during  his  help- 
less hours,  to  the  President  of  the  United  States,  the 
C’ommundcr-iu-t’hief  of  the  Army  and  Navy,  to  the 
beloved  of  millions  of  people  throughout  the  world. 
Many  reported,  anxious  to  be  of  service  in  any  way. 

I accepted  their  offers  to  the  extent  of  abundantly 
tilling  every  want.  Of  all  the  people  1 have  met  in 
different  parts  of  the  world,  1 have  found  that,  as  a 
class,  good  Americans  are  not  to  lie  excelled  when 
occasions  demand,  in  strength,  endurance,  calmness, 
good  judgment,  ardent  loyal  devotion,  and  self-sacri- 
ficing love. 

By  prolonging  the  life  of  President  Lincoln,  his 
son  Robert,  whom  1 sent  for.  was  enabled  to  see  his 
father  alive.  Physicians  nnd  surgeons,  lawyer  nnd 
clergyman,  whom  I sent  for  visited  the  President  and 
were  given  time  to  deliberate.  Members  of  the  Cab- 
inet. whom  I sent  for  with  soldiers  and  sailors  and 
friends,  had  the  opportunity  to  surround  him.  Mil- 
lions of  dangerous,  excited,  and  disappointed  people 
were  morally  dissuaded  from  nets  of  discord.  The 
nation  was  held  in  suppressed,  sympathetic  suspense 
nnd  control  when  the  people  heard  that  the  Presi- 
dent was  living,  though  severely  wounded  ami  dying. 
Before  the  people  had  time  to  realize  the  situation, 
there  was  another  President  of  the  United  States,  nnd 
the  grandeur  of  the  continuity  of  the  Republic  was 
confirmed. 

After  all  was  over,  and  aa  I stood  by  the  side  of 
the  covered  mortal  remains.  I thought,  " You  have 
fulfilled  your  promise  to  the  wife,  your  duty  now  is 
to  the  many  living,  suffering,  wounded  officers  com- 
mitted to  your  care  in  your  ward  at  Armory  Squnre 
Gencrnl  Hospital”;  and  I left  the  house  in  deep  med- 
itation. In  my  lonely  walk  I was  aroused  from  my 
reveries  by  the  cold  drizzling  rain  dropping  on  my 
Lire  head:  my  hat  I had  left  at.  my  scat  in  the  thea- 
tre; my  clothing  was  stained  with  blood;  1 had  not 
once  been  seated,  since  1 first  sprang  to  the  Presi- 
dent’s aid.  I was  cold,  weary,  and  sad.  The  diwn 
of  peace  was  again  clouded,  the  most  cruel  war  in 
history  had  not  completely  ended.  Hie  vision  of  our 
long-sorrowing  country  vividly  came  before  me,  ns  I 
thought  how  essential  it  was  to  have  an  organization 
composed  of  returning  soldiers  to  guard  and  protect 
the  officers  of  state  and  uphold  the  Constitution.  This 
great  need  was  simultaneously  recognized  by  others, 
for  on  that  day,  April  15,  1865.  there  assembled  at 
Philadelphia  a few  army  officers  for  that  purpose,  and 
originated  the  Military  Order  of  the  Loyal  Legion  of 
the  United  States. 

Among  the  nrchivos  of  the  Military  Order  of  the 
Loyal  legion  of  the  United  States,  of  which  I am  a 
member,  we  have  recorded: 

ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

President  of  the  United  States,  March  4,  1861,  to 
April  15.  1865. 

Horn  Fehrunry  Pi.  1809.  Hardin  (lax  Rue)  County, 
Kentucky. 

Assassinated  April  14,  1805;  died  April  15,  1865, 
at  Washington,  D.  C. 

Enrolled  bv  Special  Resolution,  to  date  from  April 
15,  1805. 

I herewith  give,  in  the  order  in  which  they  arrived, 
the  names  of  the  physicians  and  surgeons,  nnd  the 
clergyman,  whom  I recognized  as  taking  a profession- 
al part  in  the  physical,  mental,  or  spiritual  welfare 
of  the  President  from  the  time  he  was  shot  until  his 
death.  The  first  person  to  enter  the  box  after  the 
President  was  shot,  and  who  took  charge  of  him  nt  the 
request  of  Mrs.  Lincoln,  was  myself,  t'luirles  A. 
Leale.  M.D..  Assistant  Surgeon,  United  States  Vol- 
unteers nnd  the  surgenu  in  charge  of  the  ward  con- 
taining the  wounded  commissioned  officers  at  the 
United  States  Army  General  Hospital,  Armory 
Square,  Washington,  D.  C.  The  next  who  re- 
ported. nnd  simultaneously  offered  their  services 
to  me.  which  were  accepted,  were:  (diaries  S. 
Tnfft,  M.l).,  Acting  Assistant  Surgeon,  United  States 
Army,  and  Albert  F.  A.  King,  M.l).,  Acting  Assistant 
Surgeon,  United  States  Army.  Then,  apparently  a 
very  long  time  after  we  had  cared  for  the  President, 
in  Mr.  Petersen's  house,  and  in  response  to  the  numer- 
ous messengers  whom  1 had  sent,  there  arrived  Robert 
K.  Stone,  M.D.,  Mrs.  Lincoln's  family  physician:  Jo- 
seph K.  Barnes,  M.l).,  Surgeon-General.  United  States 
Army:  Charles  II.  Crane,  M.D.,  Assistant  Surgeon- 
General.  United  States  Army,  and  the  Reverend 
Doctor  Gurley.  Mrs.  Lincoln's  pastor.  During  the 
night  several  other  physicians  unknown  to  me  called, 
and  through  courtesy  [ permitted  some  of  them  to 
feel  the  President's  pulse,  but  none  of  them  touched 
the  wound. 

Later  iu  the  forenoon,  ns  I was  in  the  midst  of 
important  surgical  duties  at  our  hospital,  I was  no- 
tified by  mv  Indy  nurse  that  a messenger  Imd  called 
inviting  me  to  he  present  at  the  necropsy.  Later  a 
doctor  called  for  the  same  purpose.  1 respectfully 
asked  to  be  excused,  as  I did  not  dare  to  leave  tin- 
large  number  of  severely  wounded  expecting  my  usual 
personal  care.  I was  fearful  that  the  shock  of  hear- 
ing of  the  sudden  death  of  the  President  might  cause 
trouble  in  their  depressed,  painful  conditions.  One 
of  my  patienls  was  profoundly  depressed.  He  said  to 
me,  " Doctor,  all  we  have  fought  for  is  gone,  our  coun- 
try is  destroyed,  and  I want  to  die."  This  ollicer  the 
day  before  was  safely  recovering  from  an  ampufit- 


lion.  I called  my  lady  nurse.  " Please  cloiolv  wulcli 

Lieutenant  , cheer  him  as  much  as  p -slide,  ami 

give  him  two  ounces  of  wine  every  two  hours."  etc. 
This  brave  soldier  received  the  greatest  kindness  and 
skilful  care,  but  he  would  not  rally  from  the  shock, 
nml  died  in  a short  time. 

Among  my  relics  1 have  a photograph  taken  a few 
days  later  in  full  staff  uniform  as  1 appeared  at  the 
obsequies.  The  crOpe  has  never  been  removed  from  my 
sword.  1 have  my  duffs  stained  with  the  martyr's 
blood,  also  my  card  of  invitation  to  the  funeral 
services,  held  on  Wednesday,  April  ltltli.  which  I at- 
tended, having  been  assigned  a place  at  the  head  of 
the  coffin  nt  the  White  House,  and  a carriage  immedi- 
ately preceding  the  catafalque  in  the  grand  funeral 
procession  from  the  White  House  to  the  Capitol.  There, 
during  the  public  ceremonies,  a plnei*  was  assigned  to 
me  at  the  head  of  the  casket  as  it  rested  beneath  the 
rotunda. 

One  of  the  most  devoted  of  those  who  remained  in 
the  room  with  the  dying  President  was  Senator 
Charles  Sumner,  of  Massachusetts.  He  visited  me 
subsequently  and  said,  " Dr.  Is-ale,  do  you  reiucinber 


that  I remained  nil  the  time  until  President  Lincoln 
died?"  Senator  Sunnier  was  profoundly  affected  by 
this  great  'calamity  to  both  North  and  South. 

On  my  last  visit  to  Secretary  Seward,  some  time 
after  the  President's  death,  he  was  still  suffering 
from  his  fracture  and  from  the  brutal  uttacks  of  the 
assassin  who  made  such  a desperate  attempt  to  kill 
him  on  that  fatal  night. 

When  1 again  met  Secretary  Stanton  we  snt  alone 
in  his  private  office.  He  was  doing  his  utmost  to  con- 
tinue what  he  deemed  best  for  our  country.  The  long 
continued  strain  and  great  burden  Imd  left  their  deep 
impress  upon  him.  At  the  close  of  my  call  we  Hliook 
hands  fraternally. 

After  the  war  ended  Governor  Fenton  of  New  York 
State,  one  of  the  " War  Governor, came  to  me  and 
said,  " Dr.  Leale,  1 will  give  you  anything  possible 
within  my  power."  I responded,  " I sincerely  thunk 
you.  Governor,  but  I desire  nothing,  as  I wish  to 
follow  my  mission  in  life." 

The  city  of  Washington  was  wrapped  in  a mantle 
of  gloom.  Tin-  President  had  known  his  people,  and 
had  a heart  full  of  love  for  his  soldiers  and  sailors. 
" With  malice  toward  none,”  he  alone  seemed  to  have 
the  power  to  restore  fraternal  love,  lie  alone  ap- 
peared able  quickly  to  heal  his  country's  wound.  In 
May  there  occurred  in  Washington  one  of  the  most 
pathetic  and  historic  events — the  return  of  the 
Northern  Army  for  the  final  review  of  more  than 
seventy  thousand  veterans.  A grand  stand  had  lieen 
erected  in  front  of  tin-  White  House  for  the  new  Presi- 
dent. his  Cabinet,  officers  of  state,  Foreign  Ministers, 
and  others.  1 hud  a seat  on  this  grand  stand,  from 
which,  on  May  24th.  we  watched  one  of  the  most  im- 
posing parades  recorded  in  history.  Among  the  many 
heroes.  I recall  the  passing  of  stately  Gen.  William 
Tecumseh  Sherman,  on  his  majestic  horse,  which  had 
been  garlanded  with  roses.  After  we  had  been  sitting 
there  for  several  hours  a foreign  official  tapped  me  on 
the  shoulder  nnd  said,  "What  will  become  of  these 
thousands  of  soldiers  after  their  discharge?"  I an- 
swered, "They  will  return  to  their  homes  all  over 
the  country  anil  soon  lie  at  work  doing  their  utmost 
to  pay  off  the  national  debt."  He  replied:  “ Is  it  pos- 
sible'" No  other  country  could  expect  such  a result." 

All  Imd  lost  comrades,  many  were  to  return  to 
desolate  and  broken  homes.  Amidst  all  the  grandeur 
of  victory  there  was  profound  sorrow.  Among  the 
thousands  of  passing  veterans,  there  were  many  who 
looked  for  their  former  ( ’omimindor-in-Chief.  but  their 
" Father  Abralmm  ” Imd  answered  to  his  lust  bugle  call 
and  with  more  than  three  hundred  thousand  comrades 
had  boon  " mustered  out." 
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